YOU FELLOWS DON'T WANT TO STUNT YOUR 
SROWTH--AND, REMEMBER, YOUR FOOT GROWTH 
MUST KEEP VP WITH THE REST OP YOUR 
body: THAT NEW THOM WAH "GRO-CHART' 
JNVENTION WILL TELL YOU WHEN YOU'RE 
i STUNTING THE GROWTH 
OF YOUR FEET." 






SOFT YOUNG FOOT-&ONES DON'T CRY OUT-- 
LIKE THOSE OF GROWN-UPS — WHEN SHOES 
ARE TOO SMALL.' SO THOM MttN DEVELOPED 
THE- GRO- CHART* — IT GUARDS THE HEAL"" 

AND GROWTH OF YOUNGSTERS' 

FEET/ THE FITTER IN YOUR 
THOM MCan STORE WILL 
SHOW YOU HOW THE "&RO- 
CHART * WORKS.' 
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CAPT. MARVEL 
ADVENTURES 

WHIZ COMICS 

CAPT. MARVEL, |R- 

M ASTER COMICS 

THE MARVEL FAMILY 

DON WINSLOW 
OF THE NAVY 

FAWCETTS 
FUNNY ANIMALS 

CEO. PALS PUPPETOONS 

HOPPY, 
THE MARVEL BUNNY 

CAPT. MIDNIGHT 

MARY MARVEL 



M THIS ISSU* 

xTHE MARVEL fAMILV ^ 

<J" HAS A QUAB8EL/ ^ 

^ CAPTAIN MARVEL JR. t 

~ SCeOLLOF PEATH/ Z. 

— MARY MARVEL 

- **tlL. SINSEEBEEAP MAN/ ^ 

'- CAFTAIN MARVEL, ~ 

MIGHTIEST WOCTAL UNIVEBE/ 

JUP6E SMDPSE • PEE WEE PETE 
LAZY LEE • WH1PPEE5NAPPEES 



^BOr 'HADIO REPORTER, 

m».iJ»» 5 the magic 
SH&zAm)wow given to him 

^SyAHOLO SORCERER 
HE IS INSTANTLY CHANGED 
TO THE WORL&S MIGHT" 
ICST MORTAL, CAPTAIN 

UARVCL! then, when evil 

IS DEFEA TED AND JUSTICE 
RESTORED, THE SAM WOW 
CHANGES Hilt BACK TO HIS 

boy form once more. 

billy's sister, mary 
batson, also hakes use 
of the magic word, shazam, 
to change hersilftothe 
worlds mightiest 

""Z^FREEMAN. 
BY PRONOUNCING THE NAME 
OF HIS HERO, CAPTAIN MARVEL. 
HAS BBEN GIVEN THE fVWEJ? 
TO CHANGE TO THE WORLDS 
MIGHTIEST BOV, CAPTAIN 

^IUeWe^E THREE 
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SATTI-- 
CHAMPION OP THE 
AMERICAN LEAGUE 



€8* 

AVSRAGB WAS TOPS, POK hit- 
TBP.S IAI THB JUNIOR CIRCUIT ' 
DURING 19*6. HB WAS CHAMP 
IN THa "DOUBLSS DBPARTMBHT, • 
TVO — DKOva OUT SI TWO- i I 
BASS HITS ^ -V*' // 



'"Whsy hit thb spot" thats what 
mickby vbrhon says about whsatibsy 

"i sat a sl<5 30wlpul almost bybry 

morning." says thb champion- 
sluggbr. 'amd my tip to bvbry- 
body who likbs good batiks 

is—gbtnbxt to whbatibs- " 




... WHBAT1BS V 

( TASTS SWBLL. ) AT THa STA #TOP THB 1946 
TOO CAMPAIGN. MICKBY WAS 

GOING HITLBSS- BUT ONCB HS 
STARTBD TO CLICK HS JUMPSD TO 
7"" NUMBtsR ONt ON THB HIT PARADB 
01 V/ —PACBD THB LBASUBS FAMOUS 

«// SLUGSBRS PRACTICALLY ALL SSASOM 
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NO WONDER THEY 
CHOSE BETTY FOR 
CHEERLEADER.' 





TRADE 
MARK 



Look for the Red Ball in 
the Store and on the Sole 
of the Shoe. 



Cheer leading's fun, but you almost have to be an 
acrobat like Betty to do the best job. That's where 
good shoes really help They help in any active fwn. 
Ball-Band Canvas Sport Shoes — like Betty is wearing 
—fit right, they're built right inside and out. They're 
washable, and the soles don't mark floors. Both 
boys and girls cheer for them. Just try on a 
$ poir! Go to the store where you see the Red 
Ball trade-mark. 





Ball-Band 



MISHAWAKA RUBBER & WOOLEN MFG. CO., 

MI5HAWAKA, INDIANA 
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PEEWEE PEiTE 
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Mfi MIKE PONLAN 




BIG MIKE DONLAN was afraid of 
something. I could tell it by the look 
in his eyes, by the way his knuckles were 
white as he gripped the steering wheel, 
by the almost imperceptible twitching of 
his lower Up. 

It was very hard to believe. I had grown 
up with Big Mike and there was a saying 
around town that he could lick two grizzly 
bears single-handed. I think he could. And 
certainly I'd never seen the mere man, or 
mere down men, who could scare him. 

In the war — he'd covered himself with 
glory and if he'd got a medal for every 
time he was especially brave under fire I 
don't think there'd have been room even 
en his big chest for all of them. 

But now he was scared. I could even 
tense It in his silence as we drove along 
the narrow Mill road in the grey autumn 
night. Usually Big Mike talked a mile-a- 
minute, full of laughter and fun. His very 
silence meant there was something wrong. 
"What's wrong. Mike?" I asked. 
"Hub? Nothin'," he answered. Whatever 
it was, he didn't want to talk about it. 

I thought somebody ought to talk so 
I started chattering about the spelling bee, 
thinking maybe that would get his mind 
off whatever was troubling him. That's 
where we were driving to — the annual 
spelling bee at the Old Fort church hall. 
Now you city folks might not think a 
spelling bee is much fun, but up here in 
the country it's a big event and most every- 
body takes part. There's always a square 
dance after, and cider, and singin' and 
everybody has a real good time. So I tried 



lo talk about that, but I couldn't unthaw 
Big Mike. 

I had taken a big breath to try again 
when I happened to notice the letter. It 
was lyin' open on the seat between us so 
I wasn't exactly prying into somebody 
else's mail. I couldn't help but see it. It 
was printed in pencil by hand and said: 

Big Mike: 

Lay off the town highway business 
or we'll get you. 

YOU KNOW WHO 

That might not mean anything to you. 
but I knew at once whal it was Big Mike 
had discovered a graft plot to swindle the 
town taxpayers out ofr thousands of dollars 
in the highway fund. He's a taxpayer, and 
not the type to be swindled easy. He had 
exposed the whole thing to the county 
attorney — and that must've been after he 
got the warning. 

"Looks like somebody's tailing us," said 
Mike. "Big car, runnin" without lights. 
Been keepin' along behind for quite a 
spell." * 

He had barely spoken when there was 
a loud whirrrr, a spitting of gravel, and 
the big car whisked alongside, then cut 
across in front, blocking the road. 

THINGS happened fast. The doors of 
the big car popped open on both sides 
and at least six men poured out. Big Mike 
was out of his door so fast I wonder what 
time he had to put on the brake. 

I was still sitting there like a dope, too 
stunned to know what was happening, 



THE / 

when the first guy from the big car swung 
at Mike Me had something in his hand — 
a black jack or a strike-breaker or maybe 
even a gat — there wasn't enough light to 



see exactly but it was something 


nore than 


his fist. I heard it crunch against 


Big Mike 


with a sickening thud. Then the 


guy went 


down like he was pole-axed and 


the other 


fiv t were ^winging at Mike 




But I wasn't planning merely 


to watch 


this thing from a ringside seat. I 




that I'd been too dumb to get m 


oving for 


a minute or two 




I opened my door, jumped ou 


t and ran 



toward the fight If I'd been a quicker- 
thinker I'd have grabbed a monkey wrench 
or something, but as it was I was unarmed. 
So I socked the first guy I came to with 
my fist. He was jarred, but somebody else 
slammed me and I went backward into a 
ditch. 

When I was crawling out I could see 
tha; three of the guys were down and 
three others were still standing— one of 
them being Big Mike. I also saw thai one 
of the guys who was down was not out. 
He was fumbling in his pocket and then 
he pulled out something thai glinted bluish 
silver in the headlights of our car. He was 
aiming it at Big Mike. 

I lunged for him and clawed at his arm 
just as the gun spit fire. Then purple 
blackness was engulfing me and I remem- 
ber worrying about whether that shot had 
hit Mike. 

^^THEN I came to, I was aware of a 
throbbing pain in my head and a 
humming noise in my ear. At first my mind 
was too cloudy to think straight. Then I 
recognized the humming noise as the pow- 
erful sound of a car motor. It didn't spund 
like Big Mike's rattletrap coupe. I real- 
ized with a start that it must be the big 
black car that had attacked us. I figured 
I was being kidnapped — maybe "taken for 
a ride" — and I wondered what had hap- 
pened to Mike. 

Afraid to move for fear I'd be slugged 



'EL FAMILY 

again, I sneaked a sidewise look at the 
driver. I couldn't believe my eyes. It was 
Big Mike Donlan. 

"Mike!" I gasped. The gasp was part 
surprise, part pain, for my jaw was sore 
and swollen. 

He turned his face toward me and grin- 
ned, "Hi, hero. Glad you woke up. How 
ya feel?" 

"Woozy," I said. "But those guys? This 
car?" 

"I borrowed the car to take a load of 
garbage to the cops," he said, nodding his 
head backward. I looked. Piled up in the 
rear seat like a bunch of twisted pretzels 
were the six guys — all unconscious. 

"We'll drop off our load at the station 
house, then we'll go on to the spellin' bee," 
said Mike. "We shouldn't be more'n a few 
minute* late." 

T^jjY jaw was too sore for me to get into 
the spellin'' bee. But Mike just brush- 
ed himself off, waded right in, spelled 
down everybody, and came off with the 
first prize. 

Afterward he came over and sat down 
beside me with a big glass of cider in his 
paw and I said. "Mike, a really brave guy 
is a guy who fights hard even when he's 
scared. I could tell you were afraid when 
we started out tonight. I could see it in 
your face. An' then I happened to notice 
that leiter you got — about the town high- 
way business — and I knew — " 

"Oh. that?" Mike interrupted, and then 
he began laughing in that great, big, 
bellowing booming laugh of his that 
sounds like thunder rolling down out of 
the mountains. When he could control his 
chuckles he continued, "I admit I was 
scared all right — but not about the letter. 
I knew I could handle those muggs all 
right." 

"Well what did frighten you?" I asked. 

"I was afraid," he replied, "that I 
wouldn't remember how many esses there 
are in 'Mississippi'." 

THE END 
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